
THE AMBITIOUS TURKEY. WILD WESTERN KICKS.Service rules to all appointments snd
removals. It will, however, be my
sincere purpose, if elected, to advanc
tlie reform."., We believe he does no
know these practical difficulties much
better than Cleveland did when he
took office, for he has been one of the
difficulties himself; but there is neither
in his career nor character the small-
est reason for supposing that he will
make half the battle against them that
Cleveland has done. T. Post.

TWO TARIFF BILLS.
The Difference Between the House and

Senate Measures.
The Treasury, Department has just

issued a complete set of comparative
tables showing the amount of revenue
collected during1 the past fiscal year,
and the amount which would have
been collected upon the same importa-
tions if either the Mills bill or Senate
tribute bill had been the law. The
summary by schedules is as follows:

TARIFF Exitting Sent' 6 Mill
SCHEDULE. law. bill bUL

dinner," asseuted Mrs,
BuelL "Of course, in their quiet life thejf
are not prepared for such an unexpected
influx into their family."
a merry evening was spent by the

young people in planning for .the coming
journey, but Mr. and Mrs. Buell talked
over the matter with grave faces. Electa
had been the beauty of the family, and,
in one sense, bis favorite sister, though
Amanda occupied more of a mother's
place to him after his own mother's death,
and the thought that she would be missing
from the family circle was a sad one, at
well as the fear that she hal died in
privation and poverty, when, bad he
known of their loss of fortune, he would
so gladly have supplied every need, and
he bitterly reproached himself that he
had allowed himself to remain indifferent
to their welfare so long. His sisters in
possession of the estate, a part of whic'i
he considered belonged to himself, he had
regarded with partial indifference, but
Mandy and (Serena, old, poor, and alone in
their old age, touched a very tendr
chord in his heart, and be entered into the
idea of the surprise heartily.

It was the week before Thanksgiving,
and the sisters were washing up their lit-
tle pan of breakfast dishes. The meal had
been scant and the dishes in consequence
were few in number.

" It appears to me I could eat a whole

AN IMMENSE LYNX.

How the isrt ?lU
in SeptemberTwas a warm morning

hen I shouldered my rifle and started
with my dog for the "Gent's Basin,

forhoping to bring home a
low at triorunningthe venison was

camp, and in this region winter sets in
early, and when first here, stays. J. he

lick" for deer,favoritebasin was a
and this fall had been a plentiful one
for them. The road led through sunny
Keene valley, where it turned up to
the mountain and led for the rest of
the way along the sides of different
ledges, sometimes high in the air, and
again along the dry ledge of a mount-

ain stream. At last the basin
reached, and after waiting an hour or

rewarded by ob-

taining
more my patience was

a fat young buck, which I quar-
tered and hung on a tree, to await the
arrival of a party of trappers who were
going to join me at the basin on the
following morning.

Before preparing for the night I took
it into my head to have a partridge for
supper, and started out accordingly.

Luck seemed against me, and I was
about to turn back for the basin, when,
to my dismay, I had not the least idea
which way to turn, and it had grown
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got half way over," and Miss Serena's
eyes flamed fiercely behind her glasses.
"I wonder where "Gustus is," she added,
in a gentle tone. "I tell you, Mandy, I've
always felt as if there was a wrong stick-
ing to that money, and it's no wonder we
lost it. If father hadn't been so harsh
with 'Gustus"

He'J never have runaway as he did.
But father could never see that he could
do any thing but farm and, Gustus did hate
farming," interrupted Miss Mandy. She
was the eldest of the two. and, Gustus had
been almost like a son as well as a petted
brother. Fifteen years her junior, she had
curled his infantile ringlets and buttoned
his pinafores with motherly care, and
later on taken his part in the hot disputes
between him and his stern father, who
would not see that the slender lad was
good for any thing, since he had neither
strength or ability to carry on the great
farm from which Jonathan Buell had
coined a Iar?e portion of his wealth. Fi-
nally the lad ran away, and when the old
man died his will was made so as to cut
off the son with a paltry handful of his
father's wealth, the whole of the large re-
mainder going to the sisters. This would
not have been so bad, for justice cou'd still
have been done had they been given the
control of their own; but fearing that they
would share with their brother, he had
appointed Russell Osborne sole trustee
of the estate in trust for the sisters, giv-
ing himiab30lute control of the estate,
while they could only command the inter-
est.

This would have been ample forBll their
needs, lace curtains and a trip to Europe
included, had they chosen to use it, but
the saving instinct of the Buells was
strong in them, and they were economical,
leaving all the more margin for Russell
Osborne's scheming, and one fine morning
they awoke to the sore knowledge that he
and his bondsman had failed, and that the
Buell property had gone with the rest

The Osbomes lived more lavishly than
before, but the property was in the wife's
name, where the law could not touch it, and
the Buell girls grew old and faded under
the sense of their wrongs, and eked out
an uncertain living upon a small village
property which had been spared from the
general wreck, it having belonged to their
mother and not included in the will prop-
erty. What had ever possessed Jonathan
Buell to place such an unlimited trust n
the hands of such a man as Russell Os-

borne is still a mystery; but in his unfort-
unate spite toward his son he had, as the
saying goes, bitten his own nose off, and
given his wealth to enrich one who had no
right to it, and deprived his own family
of even a decent living from the proceeds
of his life of toil, and if the sleek and
venerable Mr. Osborne was not haunted by
his accusing spirit, he certainly deserved
to be.

Significant Kxtracts from a Recent Issue
of the "Arizona Kicker."

Sued for Libel Our genial sheriff.
Bill Mayes, dropped in us the other
day to subscribe for a copy of . the
Kicker to send to a friend in Vermont,
and to speak words of cheer and en
couragement in regard to our enter
prise. Before he left he incidentally
served papers on us in libel suits as
follows: ,
The Widow Hocklns ....10.000
Jack Hines .. 20,000
Colonel Johnson 10,000
Mrs. Smithers 15,0 0
Scattering 75,00

All the above suits were the result
of a few truthful paragraphs in a re-

cent issue, and while not exactly ex-

pected, are not unwelcome. We don't
think a newspaper amounts to shucks
until it has half a dozen libel suits on
the docket, and we don't believe that
any editor will get up and hump him-
self until he realizes that he has got to
raise two hundred thousand dollars in
cash inside of a year. Friends, Romans!
Come and see us.

Explanatory. Last week we ad
vised our friends to give the cold
shoulder to a traveling theatrical com
pany which advertised a week's en
gagement at Root Hog or Die Hall, and
after playing to empty benches for two
nights, the company slid out of town,
though not before the leading man, the
villain, the juvenile, the first old
woman and Clara Vere De Vere, the
heroine, had stoned the Kicker office and
dared us to come forth in the still
night and be mangled to a pulp. Let this
be a warning to other theatrical com
panies. No free tickets were left at
this office in this case. In fact, the
Kicker was coolly ignored. It will be
wise in all others to come and see us
at once. We want at least six dead
head tickets to front seats, and in case
we don't get 'em the show is going to
prove a bad financial failure. This
office is the place to get date lines and
dodgers, and this paper is tne proper
medium to advertise in.

oome suggestions. In the coming
county and city elections it is desira
ble that good, clean men be put in the
field as candidates. We have consid
erable spare time on our hands, and if
nominated for and elected to the office
of county clerk we should hope to fill
the place to the satisfaction of the
public. We are satisfied that we would
also make a good mayor. WTe could
give that office our attention for two
hours per day, and we believe we know
the needs of the town and how to sat
isfy them. If we are elected register
of deeds we promise that the office
shall be mopped out every Saturday,
and those who have business with us
will find us always in cheerful humor.
It looks well to see a leading journal-
ist holding positions of trust and re-

spect. They invariably make the best
office-holder- s. We throw out these few
suggestions in all candor, and have no
doubt they will be acted upon to the
best interests of the party and the pub-
lic. They either will be or the party
will hear something drop.

Bound for the Gallows. We at-

tended church the other evening in
company with Hank Rifer's oldest girl,
Sarah. When the contribution box
was passed we intended to chip in a
quarter, but got hold of a dollar by ac-

cident. After the services we went to
Deacon Jaggers, who runs the box,
and requested seventy-fiv- e cents re-

bate. He refused to make it, saying
that the Lord never allowed discounts
or rebates. The deacon being this
sort of a man, the Kicker does not
hesitate to record the fact that he
broke jail at Akron, O., twelve years
ago, and is still wanted in that State
for bigamy. We have been keeping
still on him because we were trotting
Sarah about, and because the deacon
claimed that he was doing work for
theLord in this locality. We have
given Sarah the shake, and we shall
now stand the deacon out to public
vieijr in a way which will make him
anxious to move before Christmas.
Detroit Free Press.

Egg-Yel- ks for Boils.

The yelk of eggs made into a plaster
with honey and flour, of about the con-
sistency of mustard paste, gives speedy
relief to one afflicted with boils. The
white, used as a coating for scalds and
burns, excludes the air, which so ag-
gravates the sufferings of a burned
person. It is softer than cellodion,
therefore better, and is always at
hand; it is more cooling than
the once popular sweet oil and cot-
ton. The white, beaten with sugar, is
invaluable in bronchial affections, espe-
cially in hoarseness, when a little
lemon juice may be added with good
results. Cider vinegar may be sub-
stituted for the lemon juice when the
latter is not available. Leather chair
spats may be revived by rubbing them
with well-beat- en white of eggs.
Leather binding of books may also be
cleaned by this method, but white
Roman bindings should be washed
with a soft flannel saturated .in soap
suds. Detroit Tribune.

A Maiden's Rank Cruelty.

"Aw, Chappie, glad to see you, you
know; deuced glad."

"How ah you, Clawence."
"What's the mattah? You seem

downcast."
"Yaas; you see I called on a young

lady lawst evening, and I don't think
I made a favorwable impwession."

"What was the twouble?"
"We were talking about excursions,

and she asked me if I had been in the
water any last summer. I replied that
I had, and then she wanted to know
whether I had evah been in any ac-

cidents."
"Of course you told her about that

episode near Long Island?"
"Ya-a- s, and what do you think she

said?"
"Don't know, I'm sure."
"She simply remarked: Whai

splendid life-boa- ts your shoes must
have made." Merchant Traveler.

The most trivial circumstances are
able to put an end ttfour gratifications;
they are like beds of roses, where it is
very unlikely all the leaves should be
smooth, and even one that is doubled,
suffices to make us uncomfortable. (

-

Written for this paper.l '

HIS Tulwar
old far m--
yard! It
mast be
that I,

With my
talents and
be a uty,
was born to
lire high.

rm tired to
death of
the mean-lngl- eu

clack
Of these ifc--

a a nlrjfejns fowu,- with
their "cluck and their "quack. "

Thus mused a lone gobbler, the fast of the
brood.

As he eyed his companions in quarrelsome
mood.

I long for the cultured surroundings or town
And a share of the world's Roodly praise and

renown.
I'm not a mere turkey, rm almost a bird"
And. suiting the action at once to the word.
He flopped his great wings in excitement and

flew
Just a few feet in air when he lit in a slough.

I'm almost a peacock," undaunted be cried.
And down went his broad double-chi- n in its

pride.
And i hen. with the rustle and st'r of high birth.
He spread out his feathers for all they were

worth, .

And strutted and trilled in his voluble way
Till the awe-stricke- n poultry-trib-e fled In dis-

may.
M Look, ma, that there turkey," quoth old

Farmer Brown,
Who appeared at this moment, Til take right

to town ;

He'll go like a hot-cak- e on Thanksgivin' Day.
Come. g:t on yer flxin's, and don't yer delay,
I'll give yer the proceeds to git a new hat
A anug leetle mite, fur he's oncommon fat."
Such low, boorish Jargon of course was not

clear
To this elegant bird's most fastidious ear;
So they trotted him off to the great distant

town
Where a fashionable family gobbled him down,
Admired and praised as the tenderest meat
It ever had been their good fortune to eat.
Miu "cultured surroundings' he melted away.

His dreams more than realized King for a
day!

Julia H. Thayer.

RESTITUTION.

The History of a Thanksgiving
Surprise A True Sketch.

".Written for this paper.
IX and two are eight
and three makes
eleven. No. Mandy,
it's of no use trying
to make eleven shil-
ling's stretch over a
Thanksgiving- din-
ner. If we have one
at all we want a
good one, so we'll
just give it up and
have bread and milk,
and try to be thank
ful on that," and the
withered little old
maid put back the

dejected pile of nickles and small change
into her old black pocket-boo-k with a s gn
which was far from fest've.

The wind gave a .mournful little chirrup
as it came around the corner of the old
bouse, and Miss Mandy shivered and drew
her faded shawl close around her
rehumatic shoulders as she replied: "My,
my, Serena, to think of us coming down
to bread and milk for a Thanksgiving
dinner, i declare it's enough to make the
bones of the Buells rattle in their graves
II they knew of it."

"We'll hope they don't'said Miss Serena,
as she rose to put her money in the bureau
drawer, right band corner, and tucked un- -

. der a pile of innocent looking handker
enters, ".rather iiuell thought he was
leaving us provided for life when he made
that will, and here we are so poor that it's
a temptation to think of selling the cat"

'Selling the cat!" echoed Miss Mandy, in
a shrill tone of surprise. "Sell Thomas
Jefferson 1 You must be crazy, Serena, and,
besides, who's a buying cats?"

"Captain Thompson offered me a dollar
--for him yesterday. He bad beard what a
splendid mouser he is, and his big house
tup there is just overrun with mice."

'We might rent him or lend him for an ac
commodation, but tett him, 'Lecta's Thomas
Jefferson, no" and Miss Mandy's foot
tapped down emphatically on the bare
floor.

Some kind soul had given them a gaily
Draiaea rug which they laid in the warm
est corner by the stove, hovering over it as
they sat in their rocking-chair- s to knit on
unusually cold days; still it was a very
poor apology for the warmth and comfort
of a carpet.

"Poor 'Lectal" said Miss Serena. "Well,
she's where she don't need any Thanksgiv
ing dinner," and her eyes wandered to
ward the window through which could be
seen the tops of tall shafts of marble out-
lined against the wintry horizon. It was
the village burial ground and only six
weeks before Electa, the youngest of the
sisters, had been laid to rest there.

"1 wonder if the mansions in Heaven
have carpets and nice furniture; I do hope
so, and that there'll be something like lace
curtains, for I have always wanted some
real lace curtains, and I've never seen any
yet that just suited my idea," and Miss
Jlandy's eyes rested disapprovingly on the
windows, the well-wor- n and faded shades
of which conveyed no impression of
beauty to her mind. She had a weakness
for lace, and in the childishness of age
might easily have been extravagant in
gratifying ner tastes had she the oppor
tunity. "But I never expect to have them
now this side o' Heaven."

"La, Mandy, how you do talk," and Miss
Serena shook her head reprovingly, "as if
the Lord would spend His time making
lace curtains, or as if there is any thing
real in them."

Well, and why shouldn't there be,
Serena Buell? Isn't this world just full of
poor folks, who have never had the chance
to use the sparkling diamonds or the gist
tering gold, and all the beautiful things
He has furnished material for and given
people the understanding to make; and
why shouldn't they have their chance after
their hard work and their pinching and
scrimping is overt"

Miss Serena stared at her sister in
amazement, the idea was so entirely novel
that she had no words in which to combat
It even u sne naa tne desire, tier eyes
fell after a moment, and she meekly raised

stick of wood and added it to the wan-
ing fire.

"I do hope," she said, reflectively, "that
there'll be water in Heaven, for I've al
ways longed for a sea voyage and I'm
never so perfectly happy as when looking
eff on a sheet of water; such a soothing,
restful feeling comes over me, Mandy. I
can't explain why, but it's nature and I
can't help it."

"Of course there'll be water there,"
replied Miss Mandy, briskly. She had
cherished these oddly unorthodox ideas for
some time, but in secret, fearing her sis-

ter would laugh at them. "Doesn't it
tell in Revelation about the River of
I,ife, and if there's green fields why
shouldn't there be lakes and rivers, too.
But I do say, Serena, what foolish creat-
ures we were, when we had the means of
gratifying these innocent likings, that
we went on a hoarding and hoarding just
like all the family before us, until we
bad nothing to hoard."

" It was the Buell blood In ns," and
Hiss Serena shook her head mournfully.

But if I was to live my life over again
I'd have a trip to Europe out of the
Buell savings aefore any body'd get a
chance to swindle us out of them."

"There's no lack of lace curtains in
Hussell Osborne's grand house, and., he
ttad his trip to Europe." said Miss Mandy.

"If I had to go with his conscience I
hon!4 xpst to sink the boat before I

A SOUTHERN VIEW.
Governor Gordon Makes a Strong and

.Patriotic Inauguration Speech.
Governor John B. Gordon was inau-

gurated for his second term of office at
Atlanta, Ga, the other day. After re-

ferring to the continued growth of
Georgia and the South under Dem-
ocratic rule, and the harmony between
the races, he said:

The responsibility of the States for the char-
acter of the federal Administration is greater
than the avorage voter is prone to admit, and
the responsibility of each individual State, like
that of the individual citizen, is in proportion
to its prominence and approach to leadership.
Georgia could not. therefore, if she would, rid
herself of the grave responsibility which at-

taches to tho position which she has
achieved and which is so freely accorded
her as one of the conspicuous States of the
American Union. I will not undertake to
predict the policy that will be pursued toward
the South when the triumphant party shall
have gathered into its hands all the pow-
ers of the legislative and executive de-
partments of the Government. None of the
reciprocal rights of her people can justly be
abridged by any changes in the Federal Admin-
istration. In this connection my sense of ob-
ligation to this confiding and patriotic people
compels me to declare my profound conv.ct.or
that do overwhelming or crushing calamity
will or can befall them. I can not believe that
alienation and strife is to be the lasting heri-
tage from our unhappy war, notwithstanding
the melancholy fact that some of the leaders
of the successful party, with great abilities and
in high Places, seek year by year to estrange
t ic s- - cti jns and embroil the races. I do not
believe that the return of the Republican party
to power in this era of prosperity and peace
means, or can mean, the enactment of farce
bills and the enslavement of the States. In
this Americ an Republic end the reigning polit-
ical party proposes but the sovereign people
disposes. Passions may cry aloud for Federal
intervention in the affairs of States, but the
omnipotent fiat of a lofty patriotism which
sways the heart of the Amer.can people will
surely condemn it. If there be one princpic of
government dearer than all others to Ameri-
can freedom it is the independence, equality
and freedom of the States. Th s is the central
thought of our political faith; it is the key-
stone in the arch of the constitution, and when
that :s destroyed the doom of the constitution
and freedom is sealed. When the independ-
ence and equality of the States are struck
down the Republic falls.

O, no, the strangulation of the States by Fed-
eral intervention will never be tolerated by the
American people. What possible excuse could
be g.ven for interference by the general Govern-
ment in the affairs of Georgia that would not
also justify interference with any State in the
Union? What evil exists here that does not
exist elsewhere and which is so full of danger1
that to correct it the fundamental laws must
be ignored and Statehood imperiled? I can
not doubt that there are men in high places
whose misjudgments of the Southern people
or whose sectional b us would Jead them to the
threshold of revolutionary and destructive
legislation. In the light of public sentiment as
illustrated by the cordial reunion of both
armies at Gettysburg and elsewhere, with the
cause of sectional strife dead and the lingering
discord rapidly dying, with peacj and prosper-
ity brightening and cheering alike both South
ern and Northern homes, with the ties of so-
cial intercourse multiplying and strengthening,
with Northern pi oducts in the hands of South-
ern consumers and Northern money in South-
ern bonds, railroads, mills and mines, with
both material interests and political liberty at
stake, how can we doubt that condemnation by
the great conservative masses of our Northern
countrymen would cause even the most incon-consuiera- te

of leaders to turn from the brink
of such a precipice? Take courage, then, in the
thought that our interest is their interest, our
prosperity taeir prosperity, our State freedom
their State freedom, and mat, whatever be the
demands of partisan leaders, the day has long

passed when the American people can
calmly contemplate the destruction of this
Un on by destroying the equality ef the States
that compose it. We owe it to ourselves and
to our children; we owe it to both races whose
interests are linked by immutable decrees to a
common destiny: we owe it to each and all of
our sister States: we owe it to the vital princi-
ples of our free institutions, to renew our vows
of fidelity and of unfaltering support of a
Union of equal and independent States.

DRIFT OF OPINION.
The election of the representa

tives of the high-ta- x party does not
by any means settle the tariff question.

Milwaukee Labor Review.
Benjamin Harrison, of Indiana,

should at once recall the fact that his
distinguished grandfather was wor-
ried to death by office-seeke- rs within
one montn alter Ms inauguration.
Cincinnati Enquirer.

President Cleveland is a thor
oughly honest man, but a poor poli-
tician. He could have elected himself
had he resorted to the ruses and strat-
agems adopted bv his antagonists.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Of course we will now have a
grand exposition of Civil-Servi- ce re-
form, touching which we have heard
so muah from Republican party organs.
As wa understand the Republican idea
of Civil-Servi- ce reform, it lies in kick-
ing out Democrats and putting in Re-
publicans with all possible speed.
Kansas City Times.

Success is always attended by a
swarm of flatterers. One of the news-
paper adulators of Harrison says he
is "broader than Arthur, "less
emotional " than- - Garfield, an abler
leader than Hayes, and a greater
statesman than Grant, and promises,
with all his wonderful Qualities, to
eave a record behind him second only

to that of Lincoln. The author of this
tribute must badly want a foreign
mission or a post-offic- e. Philadelphia
Record.

Now that the bitterness of de-

feat is wearing off, the Democratic
party, and the Union also, can truly
estimate Mr. Cleveland s merits and
ability. He was not a man to awaken
great enthusiasm; fte was not a man
with hosts of political friends and fol-

lowers; above all, he was not a poli-
tician, framing his administration so
as to advance, either his own personal
interests, or those of the party; but he
was a firm, determined, courageous
and patriotic Chief Magistrate. N. O.
Times-Democr- at.

Keep your eye on Senator Blair,
of New Hampshire. His opportunity
has come. He has a genius for reduc-
ing the surplus, and nothing now
stands in the way of his successful in-
troduction of spendthrift methods into
the management of our National
finances. His attention should be
called to the fact that the Sioux Indians
stand greatly in need of silk pocket-handkerchief- s,

and that there are
negroes in the South who do not own
gold watches. Perhaps he should be
shown, also, that some of our most
eminent Chinese laundrymen have no
libraries connected with their estab-lish-m

ents and are actually destitute of
valuable oil paintings. N. Y. World.

Chemical .
Glass and earth-

enware
Metals
Wood and wood- -

enware
Sugar and mo--

lass.es
Cigars, tobacco,

etc
Provis ons
Wines, liquors,

etc
Manufactures of

cotton
Flux, hemp and

iute
Wool and wool

ens.
Silk and bilk

goods
Books, papers,

etc
Sundries

All previous comparisons have been
for the fiscal year 1887; the above is
for the fiscal year 1888. The total
revenue from imports last year was
$211,113,000. The importations being
the same, it would have been $182,- -
893,000 under the Senate Tribute bill
and $160,682,000 under the House Re
form bill. The internal revenue col-

lected was $124,823,000. Under the
Senate bill it would have been $94,
247,000 and under the House bill $107,
443,000. The additions of the Senate
bill to the list would have caused a re-
duction of $5,705,000; those of the
House bill, $19,880,000.

It will be seen upon examining the
table that the House bill makes re
ductions in every schedule except
cigars and tobacco, wines and liquors
and silks. The Senate bill reduces
the totals only in the chemical, glass,
metal, sugar, cigars, flax and sundries
schedules, and increases the totals
under each of the other seven sched
ules. The most marked and character
istic differences are in the metals,
sugar and wool schedules. In the
metals schedule the Senate bill makes
a reduction of only $100,000 in the
total, while the Mills bill makes a re-

duction of over $7,500,000. In the
wool schedule tho Senate bill makes
an increase of $4,700,000 in the total,
while the House bill makes a reduction
of nearly $18,700,000. On the other
hand, in the sugar schedule the Sen
ate bill makes a reduction of $29,- -

300,00(3, while the House bill makes a
reduction of only about $9,800,000.

These points illustrate the general
difference between the two bills. The
duties on metals and woolens are high
ly protective. To speak more correct-
ly, they are mainly for tribute. They
take about $58,000,000 a year from the
people for the use of the Government.
They take at least four times as much,
or $232,000,000, from the people to en-

rich manufacturers and to sink in un-

profitable enterprises. Under the Sen-

ate bill they would take about $63,-000,0- 00

from the people for the use of
the Government, and a good deal more
than four times as much, or probably
not less than $260,000,000, for tribute".
On the other hand, the duties on sugar
are mostly for revenue. They take for
the use of the Government about $57,-000,00- 0,

or nearly the same as the
duties on metals and wool and wool-
ens, and not more than one-ten- th of
that sum, or $5,700,000, for tribute.
The Senate bill proposes to relieve the
people of a revenue burden of $29,-300,00- 0,

and a tribute burden of $2,-930,0-

Tho House bill proposes to reduce
the revenue burdens on metals and
woolens to $32,000,000, and the tribute
burden to $128,000,000. On sugars it
proposes to reduce the revenue burden
to $46,400,000, and the tribute burden
to $4,640,000. The difference may be
plainly exhibited in the form of a ta-

ble showing what the two bills pro-
pose to take from the people under
these schedules for revenue and tribute
as follows:
METALS AND WOOLENS. Senate bill. Jlmoe bill.
Revenue I 0 i 32,000,0 H)

Tribute 60,000,000 128,000,003
SUGARS.
Revenue 27,841,000 46,400,000
Tribute 2,781, OJ 4,6,0OJ

Totals $353,625,100 J211.00,00J

Here is a difference of over $142,-500,0- 00

in revenue and tribute together,
and a difference of over $130,000,000
in the tribute exaction. This differ-
ence between the two bills is character-
istic. It illustrates the difference be-

tween the tariff for revenue party and
the tariff for tribute party.

The summary above given from tho
tables of the Treasury Department
comes very far short of exhibiting the
abominations of the Senate bill, which
are to be seen in the details far more
than in the. totals. When these do-tai- ls

are received, the Globe will serve
up some more striking illijetrations of
differences between the party of rea-
sonable taxation for public purposes,
and the party of "robbery under the
forms of law." Cliicago Globe.

HARRISON A SPOILSMAN.
The Next President's Ideas Concerning

Civil-Servi- ce Reform.
One of the Cabinet jokes during

Garfield's short term was that Blaine
said "Harrison had asked for thirteen
more first-cla- ss missions than there
were." What Harrison's views were
as to the use and abuse of the Civil
Service were indeed sufficiently set
forth by bim in his letter of April 3,
1883, to Mr. N. Filbeck, touching the
appointment of a revenue .collector in
Indiana. He said, in answer to the
assertion that the appointment of a
certain Carter had been made to oblige
a certain Pierce: "I desire to say to
you this is not true. The appointment
is made by me alone on what seems to
be the weight of (Republican) in-

fluence in this district." In other
words, he has been an avowed spoils-
man, pure and simple. In his letter
of acceptance he approves of the
Civil-Servi- ce law, which we believe
Cleveland has, on the whole, faith-
fully executed, and makes exactly the
kind ot promises Cleveland made as to
appointments not covered by the law,
but adds significantly: "I know the
practical difficulties attending the at-
tempt to apply 'the spirit of the Civil--

ham if I had it," sighed Miss Serena, as
she put a crust to soak for Thomas Jeffer-
son, "but buying ham at twenty cents a

"that's jcst like one or his capers."
pound is quite different from going to one's
own smoke-hous- e for one. I declare I got
so hungry last night that I dreamed about
it."

'Don't, Serena," said Miss Mandy, with
a queer little tremble in her voice. " It has
been a bearing down on me all the morn-
ing, what is a going to become of us in our
old age. You and me can't work always,
and the thought of a Buell being dependent
on charity is " and here Mis Mandy's
voice became lost behind the pantry door
where she had gone, ostensibly to set up a
couple of teacups and a pitcher.

She was still there feebly rattling the
crockery when a shock-heade- d boy stuck
his head into the door.

"Say, hee'rd tho news. Miss Buell?" he
bawled out "Mam told me to tome
over'n tell yer that the 2:40 express
is all smashed up over to Lexington, an'
old Russ Osborne's kilt. Ab's gone atter
him an'll bring 'im back termorrer."

"Why, the land sakes, Lem Barker, you
don't say," cried Miss Serena, with uplif t--

hands, "are you a telling tho truth or
a fibbing?" but the boy's mother had
called him away from a game of marbles
to deliver the message, and ho was half
way back to his play.

"Did I crer," and Miss Mandy sank intc
a chair with the trrces of tears still be-
dewing her spectacles. "In the midst ol
life we are in death. It ain't much use
to worry, Serena, about what' 11 happen tc
us if we can only scratch up
enough to supply our needs to-da- y. Pool
Russell Osborne," and the man's misdeeds
and crooked life was forgotten for the
time in their pity for his violent and nn
timely end.

The sisters were shivering over a late
breakfast on Thanksgiving morning, which
was clear and frosty, when the morning
train from the West rolled into the sta-
tion.

"Well," remarked Miss Mandy, discon
solately, as she poured the tea they al-
ways drank tea in the morning, saying
that it woke them up for the day better
than coffee "pigeon pie isn't the ten-
derest eating that ever was, but it's better
than bread and milk for a holiday dinner.
That was a bright idea of' yours, Serena,
to catch those pigeons, though I did ex-
pect to see you break your neck a climb-
ing that ladder into the loft."

"Well, Mandy, I just couldn't let the
day go by without some kind of meat
vittles " replied Miss Serena, apologetical-
ly ; it certainly was a little of a frisky per-
formance for a woman of her age, climbing
ladders in seareh of wild birds. "Sebb
the exercise '11 do me good."

'Bless us, Serena, what is that hack
stopping at our door for," exclaimed
Msndy, irrelevantly and pushing her
glasses up on top of her head in her ex-

citement, instead of leaving them on her
nose to see with.

" 1 declare if 1 don't a'most believe that's
'Gustus," joyfully exclaimed Miss Serena,
as a man jumped out with an immense
turkey, the legs sticking out from its
brown paper cover in his arms; "that's
just like one of his capers, to come home
and bring his dinner with nim," and the
old ladies hobbled to the door as fast as
their rheumatic limbs would carry them,
while Mrs. Buell. Kitty and Rollo were
getting out with their heavy baskets of
good things.

" If this don't beat all tho surprise par
t'es I ever heard of," said Miss Mandy,
while a happy tear stole down her cheek.
The table was set as it had not been before
in years, not only with the goodly contents
of the baskets, but with the Buell heir-
looms of linen and silver which hal been
stored away as far too good for use.

The pigeon pie had been sent to a poorei
neighbor, and the turkey amply filled its
place, while the sisters fairly beamed with
happiness and content. Every trace of a
misunderstanding between them and Gus
had been swept away with a few earnest
words, and they were happier than they
had ever expected to be again.

"These aunties are going home with us,
papa, aren't they!" and Kitty smiled up
into Mandy's wrinkled face. "There is
ample room there for all of us, and we can
be so happy together."

"La, cnild," replied Miss Mandy, feebly
protesting; it looked very inviting to her to
have a home of plenty and some one to love
and take care of her. "What would you
do with a pair of old women like us in your
grand home."

4 'Do with you, why, set you up with a room
of your own, with a servant to take care
of you, and with all of us to love you, of
course." replied Kitty.

It seemed like a gigantic undertaking at
first to the sisters, who had never been out
of their native State, to go " Out West,"
and the Buell pride rebelled somewhat at
th idea of being dependent upon even
'"Gustus," but all their objections were
overruled, and they were made ready for
the journey by the experienced and skill
ful hands of Mrs. Buell and Kitty.

Restitution seldom comes In the real
course of llfe,but it did in this case, Russell
Osborne had a son, who had always been
ashamed of his father's crooked ways, and
as soon as he could settle the affairs of the
estate, he sent the sisters, now happily
domiciled in their Western home, a gener-
ous atonement for the wrongs of the past.

"Well, Mandy, yon can have your lace
curtains at last," said Miss Serena, with a
hysterical laugh, as the letter, which ac-

companied the papers, was folded away.
but I'm afraid my bones are too rheu

matic? to ventur on the ocean vge." '

JIBS. JT. JUL JUOWAVk

every appearance of a cold night per-
vaded the air. While pondering what
to do, the wind brought to my ears a
cry or moan so faint as to be hardly
heard above the whispering balsams,
but all doubt was removed by a second
cry much nearer and more distinct than
the first. I now realized what the cr"y
meant, and I knew that the smell of
fresh vension had attracted the nose of
one of the ugliest animals of the forest,
the Canadian lynx, or bob-ca- t. Before
I could make ready for an attack or
find a place of shelter, the boughs
ahead of me parted, and with a yell
the lynx, for such it proved to be,
sprang straight for my shoulders, and
would have struck me full in the chest
had I not retained presence of mind to
drop on one knee and thus receive the
whole weight of the animal on my heels.
We both turned, but the cat was just
a little bit quicker, and, catching

(

my arm in his open jaw, rolled me
over on my back, and at the same time,
settled his jaws well into my huntingi
jacket. With the arm that was free I!

struggled desperately to reach my
hunting knife, that I might the sooner
end the struggle, which was beginning,
to severely tell on my strength. At
last my arm was free from his jaws; he
had dropped it to use his teeth to bet- -,

ter effect on my throat, and had nearly,
accomplished this when from under the
bushes I saw a black, shaggy mass fly
through the air and fasten itself on the
back of the cat, who rolled over p.nd
prepared lor another struggle, which
I ended by plunging my kuife to his
heart, and thus saving my dog for it
was my watchful friend from a strug
gle that must inevitably end in a
victory for the bob-ca- t. 1 slept tnat
night with a lynx for a pillow and a
dog for a foot-'boar- d, and was awakened
next morning by trappers who had
come in search of me, not finding me
at the basin. By the aid of poles we
carried the cat home, and when meas-
ured it was found to reach twelve feet,
tip to tip, being the largest specimen
of the kind ever killed in the country.

Boston Traveller.

MASTERY OVER FEAR.

The Power of Mind Over Matter In Mo
ments of Danjrer.

It would be interesting to know how
many courageous people are really ap
prehensive and cowardly at heart.
Many a recklessly brave soldier has
confessed that he went to battle quak-
ing with a fear perhaps as overwhelm-
ing as that which prompted the de
serter to flight. The great difference
between them was that of moral fiber.
The one was of stuff stern enough to
ensure his fidelity: the other was
craven, body and soul.

Mere hardihood of feeling is simply
an affair of the nerves. A person may
be endowed with it, or he may not.
and consequently his only responsibil-
ity lies in nobility of action. A lady
who had preserved an absolute calm
ness ol demeanor during a night of
great danger at sea, was afterwards
complimented on her courage. '

"Did I really behave well?" she
asked, in some surprise.

"Like a heroine. When those hys
terical women screamed you didn't
open your lips, aud you only moved to
make them more comfortable."

"I am glad," she replied, with a sigh
of relief. "I was so beside myself with
fear that you wouldn't surprise me if
you said I screamed, too. I actually
looked in the glass the first thing next
morning, to see if my hair had turned
white."

"But how did you manage to conceal
your fear?"

"Oh, I kept saying to myself: 'Re-
member, you are not to make a fuss.'
t set my mind on that."

"What sort of a mart makes the
bravest soldier?" asked some one of
an old officer who had often been tried
by danger and was never found want-
ing. , ;

-

"Well," he responded, after some
thought, "I should say it is the man
whojeeeps the steadiest grip on him-- ""

Self-- " V "
:

Very few people, indeed, have a
sufficiently high estimate of the power '

of mind over matter, in moments of
danger. A young woman one of the
modern young women who do not
hesitate to express an opinion does

.not think that boys are, bv natur.
more courageous than girls. For ohe
says:

- - iiauiuua mat
men are to be brave, and so, when
they are afraid, they say nothing aboutit Woman may scream without for-
feiting her good name; therefore she
allows herself that privilege."

TMs young philosopher's logic may
." jiuuiui vo me very

evident fact that, while any one may
be conscious of fear. It is only the cow-
ard who allows it to obtain the mastery-o- f

his actions Youth's Companion.
.

. - ,"' -

You can't convince a young man
whose girt has said "Yes," that thisountry is going to wreck aud ruin.

Augustus Buell came home when his
father died, and heard the unjust will read
with anger and disdain, and had scornful-
ly received the pittance left for him, and
turned his back on the spot which had be
come hateful to him, and for twenty years
the sisters had heard no word from him.
whether he was dead or alive. He had
parted from them in anger, believiDg that
they were satisfied with the will, and had
thoughts of bitterness toward them, as he
imagined them in the enjoyment of the
wealth which should have been shared
with him. The money h.id prospered won
derfully in his hands, and the bov who
would not, and could not, make a farmer.
bad proved himself an immense success in
another branch of business of which his
pitiful inheritance had formed the nucleus.
and while the sisters are hovering over the
waning fire in the shabby room, the broth
er, whom they are bewailing, occupies an
elegant home in a Western city, of which
he is a thriving citizen.

"How shall Ave spend Thanksgiving this
year, my dear?" said Mrs. Buell.

one was a large, portly woman, witn a
pleasant face and honest, sympathetic eyes.

The family were sitting in the family
sitting-roo- soft with velvet rugs and
rich carp3ts, and luxuriously furnished;
evidently the Buell love of economy had
not been transmitted to the son.

"I have not thought of the matter,
Martha," replied Augustus Buell, abstract
edly; he was a fine-looki- man of forty- -

five now. "I had such a strange dream
last night that it has kept me thinking of
the old home all day."

"Fie, father, to allow a dream to keep
you looking so solemn all the evening,"
said Miss Kitty, a sprightly girl of seven
teen.

"I was at home again, and yet not at
home," resumed the father, "for all was
so changed that there was nothing home
like about it."

"Just see how comical Fido plays with
this paper, papa," cried Rollo, a golden
naired utue ieuow 01 ten,, tossing up a
newspaper as he spoke. Fido, a snowy
pet dog of the poodle species, caught it in
bis teeth, throwing it up and catching it
again as a cat worries a mouse.

It was an old newspaper, and bad come
into the house around a package during
the day, and as the dog in his antics
dropped it near Mr. Buell' s feet, he stooped
and picked it up, obeying an impulse for
which he could not account as he smoothed
it out and laid it upon his knee.

'Why, Martha," he exclaimed, in ex-

cited tones, "it is a copy of our old home
paper. What strange chance has brought
it to my hand!"

He looked it over, but strange names
alone met his eye until he turned it over,
when an obituary paragraph caught his
attention.

It was a notice of his sister Electa's
death and a short' sketch of the Buell sis-
ters, their loss of fortune, a notice of him
self, and the mourning of the sisters for
their long-lo- st brother.

"So that rascal, Russell Osborne, has
contrived to scoop in their fortune, has

Yi-Ao-tt

"WHAT FOOLISH CREATURES WE ABE I"
he!" he said, wrathfully. ' "I have done
wrong, Martha, to leave tnem bo long to
the mercy of such a man."

'Of course you have." replied Mrs.
Buell, regretfully. "They were not to
blame because your father wronged you."

"But I fancied they endured the wrong
too patiently at the time," replied Mr.
Buell, "Chough I can see now that it was
only their undemonstrative ways which
seemed so cold and indifferent. I have,
more of the impulsive Churchill blood in
my veins while they are ail Buell."

'Well, then, if there has been a wrong
done the first thing to do is to right it,"
said lively Kitty, with timely practicality.

"And that means to give Fido his paper
again." said Rollo, as the little dog looked
up at his lost plaything with a beseeching
whine. Mr. Buell tore out the item and
tossed the paper back to t he dog as he re-

marked: "You are quite right, Kitty, and
what do yon say to spending Thanksgiving
with your aunts 1"

Oh I that would oe loveiyi" repiiea
Kitty, clapping her hands gleefully; ,4poor,
lonelv old ladies. We'll make them a
Thanksgiving surprise party and carry our
own dinner."

"It mar be they are really neeay, ana, as
Kitty proposes, under the guise of a sur-
prise we can carry all the materials for an


